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Article 5

Crosstime
by Miranda Cotter
A young man walked through a field of death; heads without bodies,
bodies without limbs, bloody, filthy scenes of destruction and horror. Here
could be seen a Highland kilt, there a broken c1aymere, but most of the
bodies were in English uniform, or the breeches fashionable in the lowlands.
A temporary victory, 'but the generals knew only too well how went the war.
As he picked his way across a string of kilted figures, voices came
drifting past them. Snatches of song brought cheers of "freeman stand or
freeman fa', let him follow me." The boy's pace increased as the voices
became louder. As he came to the hill, a cheer went up. He peered around
the men in front of him, and saw - him.' Charles Edward Stuart, Bonnie
Prince Charlie, rightful heir to the Scottish throne. All the hopes and dreams
of the Celtic people were personified in this one man, this one hero, who,
like his father before him, pursued liberation for the Scottish people, giving
them something to work for, something to fight for. He, called a Pretender
by the English, was lord already of the hearts and minds of all Scots patriots.
Bloody England, with all of its 'Anglo-Saxon' pride, would not for one
moment kill the dreams of freedom for the Celts, who hoped against hope for
a true Scottish king. Not since 1714 had a Stuart ruled, and Anne was no
true Stuart, but the daughter of a Hollander, even though his wife was a
Stuart.
As the boy watched t1)ePfince, a man approached. "Hello, laddiel
I've not been remembering ye, and I thought ye might be new to the camp.
But newcomers always be welcome, if they come to fight for Prince Charlie
and Scottish lawl Ah, but I've not been intraducin' meself. Me name is
Allen Donaldson, and I be of the Donald clan, 'though ye must be guessin'
that already. Now, lad, who might ye be?"
He opened his mouth to answer, then realized, "I ... don't know.
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I can't remember ... who I am ... or ... how I got here ... or ... anything.
I just ... can't remember."
Allen's face darkened. He looked at him quizzically. "What
'appened, lad? Did ye 'it your head on a rock, or somethin'?"
"Not that I remember ... but then, I can't remember much. All I do
know is that I have an enormous headache.
"Well, that explains it, lad. If another person said that, I'd be
accusing him of bein' aspy, but ye dinna talk like a Sassenach, though not
much like a Highlander neither. Ah,. but I must be intraducin' ye to ·the
men, and most 'specially the General. He'll be havin' a special interest in
ye, since ye canna remember yeself, and he be also in charge of new troops,
so ye must be meetin' him."
A wave of excitement washed over the boy, although why he would
be excited he didn't know. But he felt a strange sense of history, of past,
that had no reason, no purpose, yet it engulfed him as totally as if he knew,
absolutely, that this was past, an exciting past of dreams and legends, yet he
couldn't tell why, or by what force he knew this was so, and still he believed
with every facet of his being that this must be true, must be so; that this was
too deep for imagination and too real for a daydream. This was pure, this
was real, but this was something he could never prove, like a waking dream.
But there was a memory of a different place, a place of sand, and
slaves, and pyramids; and as they walked towards the camp, he slipped out
of this reality, and into another. ...
Suddenly there was a snap, and he felt a whip on his back. Bare
back. This startled him, he thought a moment ... and realized he wasn't
wearing anything. But thinking on that had to be postponed, as he was
suddenly brought out of his reverie by the wbip. Pain shot through every
nerve, and he sank into a wave of lightheadedness. Someone was shouting
at him ... they wanted to do something, he didn't know what. A shovel was
thrust into his hands .... "Digl" a voice yelled. He pushed the shovel into the
ground ... and faint~ dead away.
He came to in a mudhole. Like a hundred other children he had
been thrown face first into the muddy banks of the Nile, where either he
would wake·or drown, and the masters didn't care which. With much effort
he pulled himself up out of the filthy hole, then staggered the short distance
to the river, and drank. This refreshed him immensely, and he stood up, tall
and proud. But his pride was shattered as quickly as it had come when an
obviously haughty man wearing a bejeweled loincloth sneered at him, "Well,
If
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dog, you've gotten yourself out of the mud. Fortunate you. We cannot have
slaves fainting on the excavations: it slows the work too much. If such a
small amount of pain hurts you so badly, we cannot have you working here.
Now, fool, go home and lie under the feet of your mother where you can
perhaps do some good! But do not think to get off so easily.· Your time will
come. "
He turned around, confused, anger shooting through his every pore.
Such strange feelings, experiences, ideas he had never even imagined before.
All he could think of was that he had to run, had to get away, or something
absolutely terrible would happen. If he stayed here, under the merciless sun,
bare and parched, he would lose not only his pride, but his life. All his
dreams and aspirations seemed out of another time, another life, but they
belonged to him, and him alone, even more now that men called him slave,
and he must run or die.
Then it seemed as if the very wind had gone into him, and he ran as
if a devil chased him. On and on, faster and faster he sped, although to
where was unknown to him. As he ran, sight faded, and awareness, until he
seemed to be running in a sea of mist, and consciousness was fleeting. He
was dimly aware of a group of well armed men, and an animal, huge, hairy,
fighting each second to keep alive. Vaguely, a scene passed before his eyes,
an evil dance of blood and murder, as the boar ran from man to man,
sometimes being speared, but much more often gouging the hunters,
throwing them about like toys on a string, as if it was the master, and they
the slaves, circling and dodging, trying to escape death, to remain in the only
life they knew, although so very few succeeded. The boar charged yet
again, this time in a direction that must be his. He was calm: somehow,
this was not real, not true enough to inspire a reaction. As he sat there,
simply watching, the hunters looked at him as if he were mad. Perhaps he
was. The boar approached quickly, too quickly, but still no reaction was
inspired. Closer, closer, closer ....
And the scene dissolved into fire. But this was something ...
extraordinary. Then he saw the circular edge of the fire, saw the tongues of
flame reaching out from the rest of the inferno, and then it hit him. That
was no flame, that was the sun! And he was rushing into it, faster, and
faster, and faster ....
He was thrown against a wall, cold and hard, and was stunned for
a moment. But only a moment. Suddenly ~e was aware of the dense city,
the multitude of people chanting, the tor~hlight, and a feeling that these
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people were here out of some miraculous hope, unlike anything he'd ever
imagined. Then the chanting formed into discernible words, and he
suddenly, with great surprise, realized who they were calling for. "Leninl"
the multitude cried. Lenin. The founder of communist Russia, the man who
had inspired the revolution. But that's impossible, he thought, despairingly.
Lenin died ... over a hundred years before I was born! Then he realized .
he remembered somethingl .He tried to remember more ... he was John .
John something. Memories surged, and faded, and were gone. But he knew
his name. That, at least, was something.
In the background, he heard a voice, and as he pulled himself out of
his thoughts they became clearer. He heard things fair and strong, of
revolution, and of freedom, things he realized came from Lenin himself. As
the speech concluded, a cheer went up. The people, torches blazing, hearts
full, were surging toward the man who had set their hearts aflame. They
ran, forgetting all else, but John, not in the same excitement, not running,
was quickly upset. He struck the ground, and began to fade ....
From the noise and the cold, a welcome change occurred. He found
himself in a carpeted hall, quiet, and calm. Moving to rise, he was hugely
surprised when he shot up, and hit his head on the ceiling. After the
ricochet wore itself out, he tried again to get up, much more carefully. This
time he remained on the floor. Gravity was low, but fortunately existent.
That must mean it's a planet, and not deep space. He continued down the
hallway, carefully. Voices were coming from somewhere down the hallway;
he followed them. As he came nearer, they became discernible. It seemed
very formal. Quietly he crawled into the room, which was furnished with
lush magnificence. A deep blue carpeted the floor, and a lustrous shade of
midnight blue, almost black, covered high backed chairs and elegant couches,
and tapestries depicting scenes of wondrous and alien beauty adorned the
walls. A man and a woman stood on the dais at the front of the chamber,
the woman speaking.
"... negotiations have gone through, and we are ready to relinquish
our claim. It has been a ... hard time, and we have caused you many
problems, but I'm sure you will govern yourselves with decency and honor.
May fortune favor your efforts."
Applause cascaded from across the hall. People much taller than
anything in John's experience rose, and be.aming faces shone across the
room. Then the noise stopped, as quickly as if a curtain of silence had
spread itself across the room. The man on the platform stood, and John saw
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that this person was taller even than the others, tall as a tree, thin as a
willow, showing an overwhelming elegance, which was equaled only by his
charisma. This person could be compared only to a Greek god, a Heracles,
radiating power, restrained, yet mightier than any general or king yet known.
Every eye turned on him, and he spoke.
"We have been freed from the torment of the Planet. All members
of the Council of Luna, come with me. Matters of much import are waiting
to be discussed. Madame President?" John saw what seemed like a train of
dignitaries walking toward him, and he tried to move, but the ability had left
him. He fell into a dead faint, and knew no more ...
When he awoke, he found himself in the ruins of a great building.
. Sunlight streamed through the cracks in the vaulted ceiling, illuminating dust
and rock. He ventured outside the building, but was quickly driven back
inside by the blinding sun and intense heat. Outside, vegetation burned,
trapping people and animals. The stench of burning hair and flesh
overwhelmed him, pushing him back from the window. A sickening scream
of intense pain and suffering echoed off of buildings, amplifying and
duplicating it until it seemed a thousand screams. A chill ran through him,
but was quickly pushed back by the terrible heat. Suddenly the roof
collapsed. A heavy piece of stone hit his leg, and he yelped in pain. Yet
this pain was overwhelmed by the intense heat pouring through the nowflaming roof, making his hair burn and his flesh melt. He screamed in
agony, pain he had never imagined and could not understand hitting every
nerve, until the skin was burned away, leaving him with a bloody hulk,
totally out of control, yet he was still conscious, his nerves flaming through
the dying network, setting his brain as much afire as his body. He gathered
his energy for a final howl.. ..
.. .and sat up in bed, screaming, but he was somehow too weak to
make it more than a silent scream. Although whole, and somehow safe, he
could still feel the burning pain, and an echo of the intense heat from before.
Barely holding on to consciousness, a revelation ceased him. Mixed with the
adventures he had so recently known were deeper memories, of family and
friends - and most wonderfully, his name. He was John Mortcliff. Such a
simple revelation, yet it brought him such pleasure as he could not
remember. But in the wonder of it all he lost his threadbare hold on
consciousness, and he slipped into a deep and healing sleep.

31

